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A red-faced, jovial British sergeant walked tip
and asked if he co-old do anything for me, I told
him who I was, and said that I wanted to reach the
Casa Nova.
" You take my tip, sir," he said. " Keep out of the
streets unless you have an armed escort. These devils
shoot and then get clear away into the Old City before
any of us have time to stop 'em. If you want to see
Jerusalem, you had best join some organized group
and go about under guard. 'Taint nowise safe to be
wandering around loose, these days."
I thanked him, and then asked him if there was any
way for me to reach the Casa Nova.
" There's a lorry going up to the Central Barracks
at the Citadel in a few minutes," he said, " If you'd
care to ride in it, you'd be able to get close to the
Casa Nova. I expect Corporal Sanderson at the
barracks'll give you an escort to the hospice. Hold
on a minute, I'll telephone and ask him to do it."
He walked into the guardroom, and came back in
a few minutes, grinning all over his face.
"They're expecting you up at the barracks, sir.
Ask for the Divisional Inspector; your cousin has told
him that you will be arriving. Now, if you're ready,
the lorry is too."
I sat amongst half a dozen sun-bronzed Bnfcsh
constables in the Morris lorry, and saw that every man
of them Tiad his rifle ready, with bolt drawn back,
cartridge in breech, and his thumb on the safety-catch.
However, we reached the top of the steep hill which
runs beside the battlemented wall of Jerusalem, and
turned sharp left into a busy street, in safety. After